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boxwood; when he tried to write, the steel-point scraped
over the wax and jarred on the furrows. He threw the tablets
out of the window and wrote on paper, though that was too
expensive for him and he spilt the ink in the bed. But no
inspiration came. Has mind was cramped; all words seemed
thin, with the colour dried out of them; Cytheris with her
supple curves had turned all words into the merest of counters.
At last, in despair, he took the best of his old work, a narrative
of Phaedra's love for her chaste stepson, and, stopping him-
self from looking at it and its insufficiencies, he dashed along
the streets. He knew that if he glanced at a single line, he
would read on and condemn the poem, tear it up, and have
no excuse for calling.

Cytheris was out.

He lounged in and out of some wine-bars nearby, feeling
the sweat from his palm soak into the paper, and still refusing
to look. Then he returned and found to his joy that Cytheris
was now at home. He produced the poem, apologised that he
hadn't been able to write anything fresh, and offered her the
manuscript.

"It was written before I knew you. I must write some-
thing different/'

Cytheris read through the poem, dawdling to delay the
moment when she would have to meet his eyes again. She
read it all through scrupulously, though the first two lines
told her all she needed to know. The poem wasn't bad; it
wasn't even original enough for that; it was merely flatly
ordinary. She was disappointed and yet pleased. Now she
would be able to turn him away with an easy conscience;
and yet dimly she was aware that she had expected something
genuinely fine. But what would it have meant if she had
discovered him a real poet? A man's character didn't
change because he wrote well or badly, though good or bad
writing would be part of his character. She ought to be
able to tell whether she cared for Gallus without seeing
his poetry first.

There was no need for her to delay. He had seen from her
manner at once what she was thinking; but he stood there,
rooted in contemplation of her quietness, her head slightly
moving as the eyes travelled over the roll.